A Midfommer nights Dream e. 

pat as I told you ; yonder Ihe comes. Enter Thishie. 

Thif. O wall, full often haft thou heard my mones, 

For parting my faire Piramus.anA me. 

My cherry lips haue often kift thy ftones ; 

Thy ftones with lime and haire knit now againe. 

Pyrct. I fee a voice ; now will I to the chinke. 

To l'py and I can heare my Thisbies face. Thssby ? 

Thif.My Loue thou art,my Lone I thinke. 

AWThinke what thou wilt,I am thy Louers grace. 

And Wke Limander I trufly ftill. 

Thif. And I like Helen.uW the fates me kill. 

/V.Not Shafa.hu to Procrus,\v as fo true. 

Tbif As Shafalus to Trocriis,[ to you. 

*P/r, Ok-iffe me through the hole of this vile wall,' 

Thif. I kifle the wals hole,not your lips at all. 

Pir .Wilt thou at Ninnies toomb meete me ftraightway ? 
7Tb/yiTide life, tide death, I come without delay. 

Wall. Thus haue I Wall, my part difeharged fo; 

And being done,thus IP'aH away doth goe. 

P#.Now is the Moon vfed betweene the two neighbors, 
Deme.Wo remedy,my Lord, when wals are fo wilfull, to 
heare without warning. 

Dutch . This is the fillieft ftuffc that ere 1 heard. 

Duke . The beft in this kinde are but fhadowes, and the 
worft are no worfe,if imagination amend them. 

Dutch . It muft be your imagination then,and not theirs. 
Duk f.Ifwee imagine no worfe of them then they of tbem- 
felues.they may pafle for excellent men. Heere come two 
noble beafts, in a man and a Lyon. 

Enter Lyon and tJMoone-jhine, 

Lyon . You Ladies, you (whofe gentle hearts do feare 
The fmalleftmonftrous moufe that creepcs on floore) 

May now perchance, both quake and tremble heere. 
When Lyon rough, in wildeft rage doth roare. 

Then know that I, as Snug the ioyner am 
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A Lynn fell, nor elfe no Lyons damme, 

For if I lhouid,as Lyon come in ftrife. 

Into this place,t’were pitty on my life, 

* Duke. A very gentle beaft, and of a good confcience. 

Verne. The very beft at a beaft, my Lord,that ere I faw, 

A//".This Lyon is a very Fox for his valour. 

©«4e.True,and aGoofc for his diferetion. 

XV.Not fo my Lord.For his valour cannot carry his dif- 
eretion ; and the Fox carries the goofe. 

Duke. His diferetion I am fure cannot carry his valour. 
For the Goofe carries not the Fox.lt is well ; leaue it to his 
diferetion, and let vs hearken to the Moone. 

Ttfoow.This lanthorne doth the horned Moone prefent, 

Deme.Ue fhould haue wornc the homes on his head. 

Duk^ He is no crcfcent,and his homes arc inuifible, with- 
in the circumference. 

•Moone. This lanthorne doth the homed Moone prefent. 
My felfe,the man ith’Moone do feemc to be. 

Du\e. This is the greateft error of all the reft ; the man 
Ihould be put into the Lanthorne. How is it elfe the man 
i’th Moone ? 

D«w.He dares not come there for the candle. 

For you fee.it is already in fnuffe. (change. 

Dutch. I am weary of this Moone ; would he would 

Duke.lt appearcs by his fmall light of diferetion, that hee 
is in the wane : but yet in curtefte.in all rcafon,wc muft ftay 
the time. 

Lyfand. Proceed Moone. 

Moone. All that I haue to fay,is to tell you,that the Lan- 
thorne is the Moone ; I,the man in the Moone; thisthornc 
bufh.my thome bufh.and this dog,my dog. 

Demc. Why all thefe Ihould bee in the Lanthorne : for 
they are in the Moone.But filence, heere comes Thisby. 

Enter Thisby. 

77>.This is old Ninies toomb : wher’s my loue ? Lyon. Oh 

H a Dem. 





